18 8 ing the instruments of pur own destruction, oblivious of
fate or destiny, knowing never a moment of peace, pos-
sessing not an ounce of faith, a prey to the blackest super-*
stitions, functioning neither in the body nor in the spirit,
active not as individuals but as microbes in the organism
of the diseased.
That night, at the dinner table in the big hall, while
listening to Pericles Byzantis, I made up my mind to
'return to Athens the next day. He had just been urging
me to stay, and indeed there was every reason for me
to stay, but I had the feeling that something awaited me
in Athens and I knew I would not stay. Next morning at
breakfast, to his great amazement, I told him of my de- •
dsion. I told him very frankly that I could give no good
reason for my departure—except that best of all reasons,
imperious desire. I had had the distinction of being the
very first foreigner to enjoy the privileges of the new
pavilion and my abrupt leave-taking was undoubtedly a
poor way of expressing my gratitude, but so it was. Ghika
and Katsimbalis quickly decided to return with me. I
hope that when he reads what.happened to me upon my
return to Athens the good Kyrios JJyzantis will for-
give my rude behavior and. not consider it as typically
American.
The return at top speed was even more impressive to
me than our coming. We passed through Thebes in-the
late afternoon, Katsimbalis regaling me with a story of
his mad motorcycle trips from Thebes to Athens after
he had had a skinful. It seemed to me that we had just
skirted the vicinity of the great battlefield of Platea and
were perhaps facing Mount Kithaeron when suddenly I
became aware of a curious trap-like formation through
which we were whirling like a drunken«cork. Again we had
come to one of those formidable passes where the invad-
ing enemy had been slaughtered like pigs, a spot which

